MODERN TRAVEL

you feel a craving for exercise, and indeed you almost
forget that you ought to feel this craving. At first you
are alarmed, for this is the East, the notorious East,
where white men go to pieces ; you fear that you are
losing your grip, that you are going native. But you
do nothing about it, and soon your conscience ceases
to prick and it seems quite natural to stand limply in
the sunlight, owlish, frowsty; and immobile, like every-
body else.

At last evening comes. The sun is setting somewhere
far back along the road that you have travelled. A
slanting light always lends intimacy to a landscape, and
this Siberia, flecked darkly by the tapering shadows of
trees, seems a place at once more friendly and more
mysterious than the naked non-committal flats of noon.
Your eyes are tired, and you put down your book.
Against the grey and creeping distances outside memory
and imagination stage in their turn the struggles of the
past and of the future. For the first time loneliness
descends, and you sit examining its implications until
you find Siberia vanished and the grimy window offer-
ing nothing save your own face, foolish, indistinct, and
as likely as not unshaved. You adjourn to the dining-
car for eggs.

That is what a journey on the Trans-Siberian Railway
is like, if you make it alone.

And now the journey was almost over. To-morrow we
should reach Manchuli. The train pulled out of Irkutsk,
and ran along the river Angara until it debouched into
Lake Baikal. At the mouth of the river men were
fishing, each in a little coracle moored to a stake at
which the current tugged. It was a clear and lovely
evening.

Lake Baikal is said to be the deepest lake in the world.
It is also said to be the size of Belgium. Its waters are
cold and uncannily pellucid. The Russians call it " The
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